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	1. Trailer

**How To Train Your Dragon**

**Dragon Lords**

This is based on Justice Lords of the DC Comics.

Now, this got to me recently because a friend I met in school years ago is now fulfilling the dreams he boasted about in the old days: running for the government. And yet, the ideals he used to shout about are much different than the ones he proclaims nowadays. It reminded me of an old saying I once read '**power corrupts**'. That's what moved me to work on ficts like this one.

This for now, is just a trailer and it will be a long time before I start working on the actual story.

* * *

><p>Berk was saved. Drago Bludvist was no more. Stoic, the Vast had passed. There was mourning, but still the promise of a better future.<p>

A new chief had risen, proven in battle against the ruthless conqueror.

A new alpha dragon had risen, proven in battle against the titanic, dark Bewilderbeast.

Many trials await the two new leaders, the young Viking and his Night Fury. But especially Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, who has an entire tribe on his back, when he still thinks himself not ready. Not prepared to face a future that is still uncertain.

Hiccup: _What if there are more like Drago Bludvist and Viggo Grimborn out there? Conquerors, warlords who are clever enough to use dragons to enslave?_

For the sake of making things better, sometimes you have to sink low to make a greater good…

Hiccup: _Drago said 'you need dragons to conquer dragons'. How long until the other tribes begin using dragons against us? If we're to protect ourselves, we need to fight dragon fire with dragon fire._

…as long as you don't forget to get back up.

Hiccup: _Now we have an army. But is it enough to ensure we are safe? Since we've made peace with the dragons we've had more enemies than any other tribe in the Archipelago._

It is said: 'Power corrupts. Absolute power corrupts absolutely'. And who has more power than the Rider of the Night Fury with a dragon army on his hands?

Hiccup: _I just wanted peace. I wanted my people safe. But the others don't see that way. The Berserkers, the Outcasts, the Meatheads and all the others…We made peace with them. And they knife us in the back! They don't understand peace, they don't want it. There's only one thing they understand!_

The line between a hero and a conqueror is a thin one.

Hiccup: _They want a war? Well, they've got a war!_

**Dragon Lords **is coming!


	2. Prologue

**Bog-Burglar Island.**

The class of children and teens was sitting gathered at a table on the Meade Hall, eagerly awaiting for the gothi for his lesson of the day. Anyone would find strange energetic children to be craving for a history lesson form an elder. Children rarely liked to listen to elders, especially when all they spoke about were old myths of the Norse Gods that most Vikings don't truly believe.

But the male gothi of the Bog-Burglars was different. His stories were not of the Gods, but of dragons and adventures that he saw. _Saw_, because up until now he never claimed to have actually _lived_ them.

"You're all here, I see." an old voice muttered, ceasing the cacophony the youngsters were making about what stories they would hear today. He walked to his seat on the table with a limp, courtesy of the wooden leg that supported him. Besides an artificial leg, Codtooth had a patch covering his right eye. Both parts of him had been lost on a dockyard incident in his youth.

"Gothi Codtooth, what's the story for today?" asked a pre-teen girl with short black hair arranged in braids.

"Why are you asking me, young Bonecrusher?" the gothi sat. "Usually I tell the story you kids want me to. So I ask the question, what story would you like to hear?"

The cacophony burst again, every boy and girl demanding a different subject.

"The Dragon wars!" said a bulky lad.

"No, the dragons beyond the archipelago!" Terrorshock spoke, like her peers, believing her opinion was more important than that of a boy.

"The Monstrous Nightmares!" said another boy, Spiteye, grand-nephew of the old chief Camicazi.

"The biggest dragons!" said Stabeye, his sister.

"The Nightmares are the biggest." Spiteye argued.

"No, they're not. They're just the biggest you've seen, _spitbreath_." while the siblings bickered, the other kids kept putting in their demands.

"The dragon riders!"

At last, Codtooth put his hands in the air, silencing the kids. "You can't expect to hear all of the stories at once, children. Instead, this time, I'll chose one of you to ask me for a story." Codtooth passed a quick eye through every young face that basically said 'pick me'. He had before accepted requests from every single one of them. All except a lanky boy sitting in the corner, one named Cotton.

"You, Cotton, you never asked me for a story. Now is your chance."

Cotton looked shocked he had been chosen and didn't speak immediately. "How about…the dragon riders?"

"Every one of my stories has dragon riders."

"Yeah, but you never told us how they began. Who was the first dragon rider? How did he tamed his dragon?"

The girls snorted. "Pfft, as if a _man_ had the brains to try and befriend a dragon. The first rider has to be a woman."

"It takes more than brains and courage to befriend a dragon. A lot more. And the first rider was in fact a boy." Codtooth couldn't avoid a grin as the girls were put off with that revelation.

"What about his dragon? Was it a Nightmare? A Whispering Death? A Skrill?" Terrorshock's greatest interest in dragon were their variety of species.

The gothi didn't reply until after a breath. "It was a Night Fury."

The youngsters were in silent awe, then began bombarding him an inquisition regarding the legendary species, so far unseen by their generation. The tales of the fabled unholy offspring of lightning and death itself ranged from a nightmarish terror to a creature of might far above any mortal.

Among the myriad of voices, Codtooth's ears picked up a word that grabbed his attention more than all the others. He had the children quiet down and pointed to Cotton who, the elder believed, had pronounced the word.

"What was that, Cotton?"

"…Uh, I said I heard the first rider was named Hiccup."

"Cotton, that's the forbidden name. No way any self-respecting Viking would be named like that!" one of the older kids whispered.

"Naturally." Codtooth said with a heavy voice. "'Hiccup' became a forbidden name because the last Viking to bear it committed terrible sins. That Viking was the first dragon rider, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III."

Blinks and confused stares were all the children had to give.

"But Gothi, aren't the dragon riders supposed to be good? They're the ones keeping the peace between dragons and Vikings all over the Archipelago." Stabeye said.

"So the riders started out as bad?" Spiteye asked, as puzzled as his sister.

"No, not quite. In the beginning, they were righteous but things didn't remain always so. During the time of the Dragon Lords…" Codtooth stopped himself, realizing he had said too much. Now the kids were even hungrier for answers and the old man saw he had walked into a corner. "Very well, I will give you the story that you all want. A story of the beginning of the dragon riders, of the first rider and his Night Fury, and consequentially, of the infamous Dragon Lords whose names are accursed even today."

The kids fell again into silence, now knowing the story was about to begin. Codtooth took a breath, closing his one eye for a just second. His voice became cold serious:

"This is a story much longer than all the others I've told you until this day, children. I would wager a pocket full of gold coins that no Viking had a more accomplished life than Hiccup Haddock, the first rider. He was bestowed many titles for his feats, not all of them good though.

"The Slayer of the Red Death. Hiccup, the Dragon Rider. Hiccup, the Dragon Conqueror. The Pride of Berk. The Dragon Master. The Dragon Man. He got the last one when he figured a way to fly under his own power."

"Those sounds pretty awesome." Cotton smiled, the dreamy look in his eyes said he wished he could have been Hiccup Haddock III. Codtooth shook his head at that.

"Those were the titles he had in the beginning. For in his later years, Hiccup's actions would drive him to be known differently: Hiccup, the Destroyer. Hiccup, the Dragon King. The Dragon Lord. Hiccup, the Lost Soul. I've heard the people of his home island burn a stake of his likeness every anniversary of his death to keep the villainous soul trapped in Niflheim forever."

"Where did he do wrong?" Bonecrusher asked.

Codtooth sighed tiredly. "That's in the story. Now…" he paused, gathering his thoughts and the narration began. "I was there when Viking and dragon were still at war. It all began on the island of Berk of the Hairy Hooligans tribe, in the time of the mothers of your mothers. This is the tale of a hero who lived long enough to become a villain. I know because I was there."


End file.
